,116            ENGLAND'S   HOUR

Below  his rendering of the tortured bleeding
face, he has chalked Burns's lines:

'Man's inhumanity to Man
Makes countless thousands mourn.'

To-day I have an afternoon of freedom from
the office, and for once can have tea beside the
open french window of my pleasant Chelsea
drawing-room overlooking the Thames. Nearly
a quarter of a century ago, I went forth as a
young girl to seek the war in the Archipelago,
in the Mediterranean, in France. To-day I
have no need to seek it, for it has come to me.
Sitting in front of my window, I can watch it
go by without stirring a yard*

Right opposite our house are a variety of
defence preparations which will fulfil their purpose
in the event of invasion. Along the Embankment,
between the bridge and my window, the war
passes in the shape of innumerable vehicles:
camouflaged cars and lorries carrying guns
beneath painted tarpaulins; A.R.P. ambulances;
dispatch riders on motor cycles going at sixty miles
an hour; waggons carrying loads of waste paper
and other forms of salvage* Incongruously mingled
with these military conveyances comes the civilian
traffic: small cars belonging to suburban dwellers
going home from their work; scarlet omnibuses
run by London Transport; vans belonging to